ALTER DE LA MARE
In what truly is morbid there lurks always
trail of an obsession, of something from
the author Is powerless to escape, which
may thrust out of sight but which per-
petually comes back again, sounding through
work like the obstinate buzzing of a fly;
I need hardly say that there is nothing in
the least resembling this in The Return. On
the contrary, imagination in It soars and circles
In a clear air of complete intellectual and
spiritual freedom.

The book won for its author the de Polignac
Prize; nevertheless, like Songs of Childhood\ like
Henry Bracken^ like The Three Mulla-Mulgar s^
It failed to reach the general public. A con-
temporary review of it pointed out how much
more admirably the subject would have been
treated by Mr. H. G. Wells; and this pro-
nouncement, too striking readily to be for-
go tten, may lead us to ask what the subject
actually is. We certainly shall not find an
answer in anything that happens to Lawford
(whose story it Is), but only in what happens
within him. As I see it, in fact, the subject is
not unakin to that of Wordsworth's famous
Ode; only the action is reversed. I mean that,
from the shades of his prison-house Lawford